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Yukon Plumbs Depths 
But all is Well Now 


By Mamie Legris 


Something 


new has been added to Maryhouse; 


something new and necessary. We had looked forward to 
this addition for more than a year but like so many other 
things it came to us in God’s own good time. It presented 
complications that are incredible. It taught us patience. 
It taught us thoughtfulness and charity. And above all it 


taught us confidence in God! 

A year without any indoor | 
plumbing or running water 
has its disadvantages but it 
also had its good side. And 
I hope the Staff at Mary- 
house are the better for the 
delay. We’ll always remem- 
ber our second July in the 
Yukon as the month in 
which the plumbing was 
completed and we could at 
last get water from our 
faucets and dispose of our 
chemical toilets for good — 
we hope. 

Tanks and Moose 

Our plumbing project be- 
gan last November. When we 
were refused permission to 
hook onto the sewer that goes 
by our front door, our only 

ternative was to put ina 
septic tank. A bulldozer was 
hired to make the excavation. 
The septic tank, a box eleven 
by four by eight feet, made 
of two-by-ten inch plank, 
tarred and caulked to pre- 
vent seepage, was built by 
Louie and buried. The neces- 
sary outdoor pipes were in- 
stalled before the frost set in. 

The neighboring children 
were fascinated by the big 
box the boys were putting in 
the ground and-Louie jok- 
ingly told them that we were 
going to store our winter’s 
supply of moose meat in it. 

Then began the indoor 
pipe-fitting. As we could 
never afford to pay for the 
whole thing, we got as much 
volunteer help as we had the 
perserverance to beg for. To 
install pipes for three bath- 
rooms and a kitchen sink in 
a building eighty-five feet 
long is no small undertaking. 
An army plumber, Andy, 
worked many nights and 
several Saturdays for us. 
Then he ieft town. Next, 
after a lot of begging, Mike 
gave us a hand. There came 
a point when we could get 
no volunteers. So we hired 
a plumber. It was costly, but 
we made progress. 

Oh That Louie! 

Our water supply would 
come from a well in the 
basement. Louie dug it deep- 
er. All that remained was to 
install the new electric 
pump Fr. Triggs had pur- 
chased the year before— buy 
a@ propane tank and heater 
to provide the hot water in 
summer, and have the tank 
connected to a coil in the 
wood furnace as an inexpen- 
sive way to heat water in 
winter. We were sure the 
work would be completed by 
the end of January. But we 
were so wrong. 





The new pump wouldn’t 


work. The only man, it 
seems, who could fix it prom- 
ised day after day to do so 
but failed to show up. We 
would phone him, go to see 
him, offter to pay for the 
work. Each time he agreed 
to do it, and for nothing. 
But that was as far as it 
went. So that plan was hope- 
less. 


Next we started a corres- 
pondence with the company 
from which the pump was 
purchased. They would re- 
pair the pump. So it was ship- 
ped to Vancouver. After a 
silence of seven weeks there 
began an exchange of tele- 
grams and night letters be- 
tween Fr. Triggs and the 
company in Vancouver. 

Oh That Skeptic! 

Eventually the pump was 
returned, supposedly repair- 
ed. Being a bit skeptical at 
this point I asked the master 
plumber if he would just 
check it to make sure it was 
in running order. I hated to 
pay for its installation and 
then discover it wouldn’t 
work. This he did and in- 
formed me that the motor 
wasn’t running properly. 

Two weeks elapsed before 
the pump was returned to 
us. The plumber said it re- 
quired some gadget, which 
he would order for us. In the 
interim we could run the 
motor without doing any 
damage. He promised to send 
his helper, an expert on 
pumps to install it. 

Our hopes were high. Each 
day we thought we would 
have running water. But 
another seven days came and 
went and no plumber came. 
Our plumbing project was 
becoming quite a joke — but 
this was not the time to give 
up. We realized that we were 
being put to the test. So we 
prayed harder than ever and 
contacted another plumber. 

He finished the job, which 
involved much expense for 
Maryhouse — but we are 
confident that God will send 
us the wherewithal to pay 
the debt. 

But our water barrels can- 
not be disposed of. We will 
still have to buy water for 
cooking and drinking. The 
well will supply water for all 
our other needs. Louie will 
have fewer gallons of water 
to carry from the drums at 
the back of the house to the 
kitchen stove reservoir. He 
will miss his Saturday trips 
to the neighbor’s to get 
enough water to tide us over 
till Monday. 





That Poor Louie! 

He will miss his task of 
carrying out the waste water 
from the kitchen so many 
times each day! This he did 
so cheerfully and unobtrus- 
ively that it appeared to be 
no trouble. 

The laundry can now be 
done at home. The Little 
Missionary Sisters of St. 
Joseph, at the Rectory, have 
always been so kind to us 
when we went there once or 
twice a week with piles of 
laundry to do. 

In the winter the clothes 
were hung in the parish hall 
to dry and each wash-day 
Brother Mercier made a fire 
in the hall-stove to speed up 
the drying process. Father 
Lynch’s water and electricity 
bill at the Rectory was in- 
creased as a result of his 
generosity to us but the 
knew the difficult straits we 
were in and did his share to 
make it easier. 

So once again we believe 
that all things are com- 
pleted eventually — even 
the plumbing — but we still 
wish that Louie had followed 
in the footsteps of his father 
and become a plumber. Our 
problem could have been 
solved so much quicker and 
inexpensively by a Staff- 
worker Plumber. 





Beautiful Rainy Day 
Boon To Hungry Men 


By Dorothy 


M. Phillips 


This will slay you. We have not yet opened officially, 
but we are feeding an average of 145 men daily. Our 
official opening was supposed to be an orderly affair. We 
were to be all ready and then notify the pastors to send 
us the transients who were asking for meals. God, how- 


ever, decreed otherwise. For 


even before we could begin 


to start to notify anybody, we were feeding men out on the 
back porch. Not very many, mind you; but several a day 


The day after the house 
was blessed we had seven. 
Within two days we _ were 
hitting the twenty mark. We 
put a table out in our back 
yard with benches, and fed 
them there, while we tried 
desperately to prepare our 
dining room and kitchen 
equipment for cooking. 

A Lovely Day 

Our cooking is done in the 
basement, one flight down; 
and the stove was not hooked 
up until two weeks after 
May 31st, our opening day. 
During that period we cook- 
ed and sterilized dishes on 
our four-burner kitchen 
stove. Naturally we were un- 
able to serve the men as we 
wished to. We decided that 
our official opening, when 
the men could come inside, 
would have to take place on 
the first rainy day. 

We were planning on hav- 
ing two dutch doors leading 
from the kitchen; one where 
the men could come and get 
their food, the other where 
they could come to return 
the dishes. Friday night 
these doors were finished. 
Saturday, Our Lady’s day, it 
rained; and we served 27 
men inside. 

Since then we have been 
serving inside all the time. 

We are not serving trans- 
ients. God is truly sending 
us those whom no one else 
will look after. We have had 
criminals, alcoholics, dope 
addicts, and the mentally 
deficient coming through the 
Blue Door. For the first time 
in God knows how long they 
are not being turning away! 
To date it has not been 
necessary to call the police. 
Pray we never have to, not 
for our sakes but for theirs. 

Beans and Stew 


The cooking consists of 12 
gallons daily of good stew, 
except for Fridays, when we 
serve beans. Some come back 
for more, as much as four 
servings. 

Our private lives are nil. 
We see our rooms in the 
morning and sometime after 
11 o’clock at night. There is 
no real order being kept in 
our quarters; but the chapel, 
where Christ lives, is washed 
and waxed weekly, and daily 
cleaned. The dining room, 
where Christ is served, is 
kept as shining as we can 
manage. Food is spilled on 
the floor during every meal, 
but even at that, things are 
not too bad. We wash the 
floor with a wet mop after 
meals, and things look good 
again. 

We had our first drop in 





Brothers-in-Christ yesterday 
The number dropped from 
115 to 83. We had only 22 
in the morning. They were 
mostly strangers. We didn’t 
find out until the afternoon 
what was the reason for this. 
It seems the police were 
searching Skid Row for sus- 
pects after a messy robbery 
the night before—and many 
of the hunted got out of 
town. 
A Priestly Job 

Fr. Briere spends the 
greater part of the day here. 
He dishes out stew, peels 
potatoes, and talks to the 
men. Sometimes he says his 
breviary in the back yard, or 
up in the chapel. Sometimes 
he stays for supper: Start- 
ing this week, on Friday 
evenings, he will give us 
simple Benediction, and 
make a little talk. Also he 
will hear confessions. 

Last week one of our visit- 
ors started talking, after 
dinner, then broke down and 
wept. He said he hadn’t been 
to confession in thirty years, 
and would like to see a priest. 
But he didn’t think he would 
ever muster the courage to 
go to a church. Inside of 
fifteen minutes Fr. Briere 
heard his confession in the 
chapel. 

Yesterday an old man 
with a long beard, a black 
suit, and a floppy black hat, 
came in to sell us some 
chickens. He was a Hutterite. 
We told him we didn’t buy 
anything, we begged for 
food; and that whatever we 
got we gave to the men. 


He was stunned. “I don’t 
believe it,” he said. Then he 
asked for a cup of coffee. We 
didn’t have coffee, so we 
gave him tea. He repeated 
again and again that he 
didn’t believe we meant what 
we said, that such things 
actually existed. We hope he 
returns, when he gets over 
the shock. Maybe he will give 
us some chickens! 

We had about 40 Young 
Catholic Workers here the 
other night. Jim Murphy 
talked to them, on the prac- 
tical work of Marian Centre. 
He was pretty good too. Then 
Therese Fazackerly talked on 
the spiritual foundations, 
and she wowed them. 

Paul, who came to us from 
Madonna House as a volun- 
teer worker, is a_ treasure. 
Fred, the Indian boy who 
was such a favorite in Com- 
hermere last year, is here 
with us. And we have a 
number of other volunteers 
who have had some training 
in Madonna House. 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


Mary, Mother of God, on the feast of your most 
glorious Assumption, we pray to you, whose exile 
ended in glory, to remember us who still remain 
here below, strangers in a strange land. 


Show us the little ways of your love. Teach us 
the immensity of little things well done. Share with 
us your perfect conformity to God’s will. Give us a 
share of your deep reverend silence. Show us the face 
of your perfect humility. Lead us into the halls of 
your perfect charity. Give us a part of your flaming 
courage. Teach us the glories of an humble hidden 
life. 


There are so many of us, your children, who 
are lost and bewildered, confused and frightened. We 
need you, Mother of God and of men. We need you 
desperately, constantly. 


Detach our hearts from all passing things and 
lay them in the Heart of your Son. Quieten our rest- 
less minds. Make whole our divided hearts. Restore 
order in our confused souls. Or we shall perish in a 
desert of our own making! 


Give us eyes of faith to see deep, and far, so 
that we may never lose sight of our goal — which is 
the will of the Father. Take us by the hand and teach 
us to conform to it perfectly, so that we may touch 
and see the glory of His kingdom even here on earth 
and know His infinite and healing peace. 


Make us into burning lights, that we may dispel 
the darkness that dwells within us, and light the path 
of others to the Eternal Light. 


Be our guide along the steep narrow way so 
frought with dangers and fears. 


Enter into our homes and make them “Little 
Churches” of the Lord which they were meant to be, 
as you did with the big Church when it was but an 
infant on earth, nursing us at the breast of your 
wisdom and love. 


Behold us living in fear. Teach us perfect love, 
for it alone will cast out fear. Give us the fire of zeal, 
that it may consume us in the service of the Triune 
Uncreated God. Lead us on the pilgrimage of your 
Feast Days . .. to ANNUNCIATION, the feast of your 
utter surrender, your glorious fiat. That we too may 
learn to say it, when our time comes. . the NATIVITY, 
that we too may become pregnant with God and give 
Him birth .. . the PURIFICATION, that we may know 
the depths of humility and obedience even as you did 
. .. the VISITATION, that we may forget ourselves 
in the service of others. 


Then bring us back to the feast of your holy 
Assumption, so that we may have a glimpse of the 
joys and glories your Son reserves for souls that have 
walked the hidden way of your life, and have learned 
its muted music — which only now, Oh Queen of the 
Universe, is being heard in all its majestic glory! 


Let every August henceforth be for us a month 


of special pilgrimage, into your life, our school of 
love . . . so that our exile also may end in the glory 


of the Lord! 











Have you heard the story 
of the old lady, and the priest 
who blessed the horse? It’s 
the latest in a long line of 
stories about the priests, the 
Church, the Sacraments, and 
Catholics in general. 

It seems the old gal, a race 
track fan for years, hied 
herself out to the track early 
one morning, and saw a 
priest solemnly blessing a 
horse. 

The Plot Sickens 

“Ah,” she said to herself, 
“that gee-gee is going to win 
a big race. I must find out 
its name, and what time it’s 
scheduled for.” 

Having obtained all the 
information she needed, in- 
cluding the names of trainer, 
owner, and jockey—all good 
Catholics apparently — she 
took the bank roll out of the 
old stocking under the mat- 
tress, begged and borrowed 
what she could from friends, 
and then put everything on 
the blessed horse’s nose. It 
was the first time she had 
ever staked all on any nag. 

She watched the race in 
dismay and rage. Her entry 
barely made the distance. He 
came in several minutes 
after all the others. She had 
lost the savings of a life- 
time — and the savings of 
her friends. So she hunted 
~ 4 the priest and gave him 
glory halleluia. 

“But, my dear lady,” the 
priest said, “I was not just 
blessing the horse when you 
happened by this morning. I 
was giving the poor creature 
the last rites of the Church!” 

Now that story is funny, 
in its own way. That is, it is 
funny only to Catholics, who 
know that the last rites of 
the Church are given only to 
those not expected to live. 
Non - Catholics might not 
understand it at all. There 
are some who would readily 
believe the priest was there, 
and paid by the owner to 
bless the horse so it would 
win. 

It is queer what people do 
and do not believe about the 
Church, and about the 
priests of the Church. 

Matter Of Fact! 

There are others who 
would see nothing strange 
in a priest’s visiting a sick 
horse to get him “ready for 
heaven.” Catholics, accord- 
ing to these, are a peculiar 
and unpredictable sect, a 
race apart, a people addicted 
to all kinds of superstitions 
and idiocies — and priests 
can always be bought to hear 
a horse’s confession, or to 
baptize a pet poodle, or even 
to marry a couple of fancy 
eats! 

There will be people, hear- 
ing that story, who will 
think “Those Jesuits! 
They’re responsible for rac- 
ing in America! They prob- 
ably rig every race with 
their incantations! I bet you 
they make millions of dollars 
out of the suckers who play 
the races!” 

We are a joyous people, we 
Catholics. We like funny 
stories, even about ourselves, 
rather especially about our- 
selves. But sometimes we go 
too far with our humor — so 
that we shock or scandalize 
non-Catholics, and even 
cheapen our Faith. 

Stop Me f— 

There’s the story, for in- 
stance, of the horse player 
who was dragged into a 
Catholic church by his wife. 
He saw _ people lighting 
candles on an altar. He lit 
one too — because his wife 
asked him to. The next day 











every horse he bet on came 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 











in way ahead of the field. 
So, for a whole week he 
went daily to the church and 
lit all the candles. on the 
altar; and for a whole week 
he never lost a bet. He pyra- 
mided his gains into a stag- 
gering sum, and prepared to 
win a huge fortune at the 
track on the next Monday. 
Sunday he went to church 
but couldn’t find any of the 
big candles he had _ been 
using. He did see some little 
ones, and lit all of them. 


Monday morning he bet 
his wad on the first nag. Any 
nag. He didn’t study the 
charts or do anything like 
that. He just picked a name 
and shoved the money into 
the bookie. Naturally, to 
make the story good, his 
horse came in last — exactly 
like the old lady’s. He too 
demanded an explanation of 
the priest. And, like the old 
lady, he got it. 

Vil Be Dogged! 

“Oh, you don’t mean to 
say you lit the little candles 
for the horse races! Why, 
those are only for the dog 
races!” 

You see what I mean? It’s 
a good story to Catholics 
who know that you might 
light all the candles in the 
church and never win even 
a foot race. But what about 
bigots who believe that all 
priests are out to make 
money in any way they can? 

You have probably heard 
a hundred stories about the 
priests in the confessional, 
especially the one who says 
to the penitent— “Oh, we 
have a sale on that particu- 
lar sin this week. You’ve 
done it only twice? Well, it’s 
three sins for $5. Pay me, 
and you have a free sin com- 
ing to you.” 

Mind Your Tongue 

We know the Confessional 
is free—but there are people 
who would like the world to 
believe otherwise. There are 
people who would like the 
world to believe you can’t 
get a priest to do anything 
for you without paying him 
a big fee. 


And the stories we tell 


each other so freely, and 
over which we laugh so 
much, serve, somehow, to 


foster that idea. 


You know — do you? — 
that we can do greater and 
more lasting damages with 
a loose tongue than with 
any other member of your 
body. 

When St. John Bosco’s body was 
disinterred, during the process of 
his beatification, it was discover- 
ed that his tongue had been pre- 


served incorrupt. That tongue who 
had spoken constantly, and glor- 
iously, of God. It had told many 
thousands of funny stories. But 
it had never brought the Church 
into ridicule or contempt; it had 
never reviled or denied God; and 
it had never said a blasphenious 





or unclean word, 











The B’s Corner 


I have been thinking of 
men’s hunger for God in our 
generation. Perhaps these 
thoughts come naturally 
during this month of Aug- 
ust, which sees the end of 
our five-weeks of Summer 
School. 

As I witnessed youth, mid- 
dle age, and even old age, 
trek from all parts of the 
U.S.A., Canada and even 
Europe, into our little-known 
and still hard-to-get-at part 
of the world, I marveled that 
they all should travel so far 
to learn about God and the 
ways and things of God, 
especially about CATHOLIC 
ACTION, which they so in- 
stinctively and _ correctly 
guess to be the growth of 
their own apostolicity and 
sanctity. 

Still Hungry? 

As I watched them leave, 
renewea in spirit and 
strength, I wondered what 
would happen to them, and 
would their enhanced “hung- 
er for God” be satiated at 
home? 

So often they come back 
to us sad that they could 
not find outlets for their 
newly found apostolicity, nor 
food for their spiritual needs. 
It seems that we Catholics 
allow so much spiritual 
energy, so much zeal in in- 
dividuals, to lie fallow — 
and then wonder why it is 
that we do not “renew the 
face of the earth’! 

One point in particular 
strikes me with an _ ever- 
growing force. And that is 
the need of spiritual direct- 
ion. This is just another way 
of saying that one of the 
primary needs of today for 
Catholics is spiritual direct- 
ors — Priests able and will- 
ing to undertake the delicate 
work of guiding INDIVID- 
UAL SOULS to the summits 
of sanctity allotted to them 
by God, as well as helping 
them to translate their love 
of God into work. 


We are faced with the 
strangest phenomena of all, 
these days. The Church 
everywhere needs lay apos- 
tolates. The Holy Father, 
in season and out, calls for 
them. In every country, 
thousands of men and wom- 
en, young or in the prime of 
life, passionately desire to 
enter the apostolate. Yet 
there is a missing link be- 
tween the need and those 
ready to fill it. And that 
missing link is THE PRIEST. 
He can bring the two to- 
gether . . . A SPIRITUAL 
DIRECTOR! 

Some Other Needs 

Of my own knowledge, 
speaking only for Canada 
and the U.S.A., I know of the 
desperate needs of Catholic 
teachers. Often the school is 
there. Or the money to build 
it isthere. But some religious 
orders cannot accept any 
more schools. So either the 
schools remain closed build- 
ings, or they are woerfully 
under-staffed. 

Priests, the most precious 
persons in the world to the 
Church and its faithful, suf- 
fer much in health, and in 
their ability to do their holy 
ministry, because of a very 
simple item — good house- 
keepers. 

Dioceses need, every 
where, Information Centres, 
because the Hierarchy is well 
aware of the hunger of men 
for God. But who is going 
to man them? All kinds of 
specialized works await train- 
ed personnel in every corner 
of the North American Con- 
tinent. And I am speaking . 
only of the OBVIOUS needs 

Continued on Page Three) 
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Our garage is “no more”! 
It has become a tiny little 
pre-natal, post-natal, and 
well-baby clinic, which our 
Community needs _ vitally 
and urgently. We are going 
to start, as usual, on a small 
scale. But we know that the 
needs for this work will soon 
bring us to your door again 
— begging for help to extend 
this department too. It has 
been the constant pattern of 
our apostolate, that pressure 
of needs, and an almost mir- 
aculous growth in response 
to them. 

We will have the services 
of several doctors too, which 
will ‘be wonderful. Perhaps, 
because of the great joy that 
was ours at the sight of this 
building project, the sound 
of hammers and saws all 
through July was music in 
our ears. 

Bishop’s Blessing 

The Summer School was 
wonderfully fruitful in many 
ways, bringing us some new 
vocations, and helping many 
to. grow in knowledge and 
grace of the Lord. 

Our good Bishop, the 
Most Reverend William J. 
Smith of Pembroke, came to 
visit us in July, and impart- 
ed his blessing on all those 

resent. Each time he visits, 
it gives us new courage and 
strength. Visitors, clerical 
and lay, come through the 
Blue door in a _ constant 
stream. 

Joan Morris, a member of 
the Pauline Secular Institute, 
that was founded in 1920, 
came to show her wondrous 
liturgical movies, of Advent 
and Easter. They are 
worth seeing — a school and 
a sermon of liturgical wor- 
ship unequalled in potency. 

Catherine O’Meara, of the 
Secular Institute of Jesus 
and Mary in France, stayed 
with us for several weeks. 
She has come to Canada to 
establish a branch— English 
speaking — of her Institute. 

A young Jewish convert 
from Scotland spent a few 
days with us, seeking knowl- 
edge of Catholic Action apos- 
tolates in Canada and the 
U.S.A., with a view of bring- 
ing his findings home and 


By C. D. 





applying them to the con- 
version of his people. 
French Priests 

A priest from France, Rev. 
Granereu engaged in the 
Rural Apostolate there, stay- 
ed with us for a while. Com- 
paring notes, we learned 
much from him. Father 
John McGrath of Steuben- 
ville, Ohio, visited us to dis- 
cuss Secular Institutes. Deo 
gratias. Interest in these is 
truly growing on this side 
of the Atlantic. 

Fr. Angelus of the Ottawa 
Capuchins honored us with 
a three-weeks visit. He came 
to practice his English, and 
to rest. It was as if St. Fran- 
cis himself had come to 
dwell with us. Fr. Wemple 
of London, Ont., recently 
named Rector of the new 
Christ the King College, gave 
the first Summer School 
week — Principles and foun- 
dations of Catholic Action. 

Fr. Benedict Ehman of 
Rochester, N.Y., one of the 
foremost liturgists in Amer- 
ica, gave the second week— 
The Mass lived. 

Fr. Tomai of the Montfort 
Fathers, took over Mary’s 
week. And Fr. Lawlor of Tor- 


onto, the week of Christian]: ° 


Social Reconstruction. Our 
— took over the family 
week. 

People came from Califor- 
nia, Kentucky, Louisiana, 
Iowa, Minnesota, Prince Ed- 
ward Island, in fact from all 
parts of the East and West, 
North and South. Truly our 
Summer School is getting to 
be a little U.N. And the ones 
who benefit most from it are 
ourselves. One meets so 
many saintly and wonderful 
people, and is once more 
strengthened in the aposto- 
late by the immense search 
and hunger for God that fills 
these souls. 

St. Anne really blessed us 
this summer. On our new 
farm, 220 acres with a lake 
thrown in, she caused to be 
built two of the ten cottages 
we dream someday will dot 
the lake front. They are al- 
ready available to families 
who still want a vacation in 
the real wilderness. Rates are 
most reasonable. Interested? 
Write us. 





THE B’S CORNER 
(Continued from Page Two) 
— there are many more hid- 
den ones . . . lay apostles in 
the mission fields . . . nurses 
in rural areas . . . nurseries 
in big cities . . . catechists 

everywhere. 

On the other hand, there 
are men and women seeking 
vainly to serve in just such 
capacities. I know of an Irish 
lady who has been sent to 
Canada to form a Secular 
Institute of teachers or other 

rofessional women. She 
ained in France in a Secu- 
lar Institute. Yet she has 
been working as a maid 
waiting to get “connected.” 


I know of another well- 
educated woman who has 
had much experience in 
working in Information, 
Centers. She has maturity, 
the ability to meet the public, 
and all the spiritual quali- 
fications needed. But she too 
waits for “connections.” And 
so down the line.. 

Help And Pray 

Yearly to Madonna House 
these people come. If I were 
younger, and, if I had the 
permission of my spiritual 
director, I would “start” such 
groups. But, my vocation is 
definite — the Apostolate of 
Madonna House. All I can 
do is try to help them find 
a priest, and pray. 





Spiritual direction, which 
goes deep, evaluates a soul, 
watches for the works of the 
Holy Ghost in and with it, 
and gently helps it to follow 
His promptings. It also 
directs the soul into the 
proper place and channel for 
its apostolic activity. 

Perhaps training of the 
future priest for spiritual 
direction should start in the 
seminary. I would not know. 
All I know that it is THE 
NEED OF THE MOMENT. 
None is greater. On it de- 


pends the growth and effect-. 


iveness of the whole Lay 
Apostolate. 

he hunger for God, the desire 
to give oneself to Him completely 
is there. Who shall implement that 
desire? Who shall satiate that 


hunger? 
the 





St. Martha... 











Dear St. Martha — You 
know about kitchens. For you 
used yours to feed God Him- 
self. Consider our plight. 
Consider it seriously, please. 
Here we are unable to accom- 
modate people EAGER FOR 
GOD AND THE THINGS OF 
GOD .. . because our kitchen 
is so little. It is meant for a 
family of four, or at the 
most, six. Yet for the last 
eight years, we have been 
feeding between thirty and 
a hundred and thirty people 
from it weekly. 

And don’t forget that we 
bake bread three times a 
week during Fall, Winter, 
and Spring, and daily 
through the summer. You 
know how it is with Holy 
Poverty, our Mistress. When 
we bake our own bread it 
costs us seven cents a loaf 
... WHEN WE BUY IT... 
TWENTY OR TWENTY- 
TWO. Naturally we BAKE 
. so there you are. Bread 
baking .. . cooking for great 
numbers... and canning all 
through the summer the 
fruits of the earth so abund- 
ant around here... and 
which we must can because 
that too saves us so much 
money through the long 
winter months. 

All we need is FIVE 

LITTLE THOUSAND DOL- 
LARS ... And presto! there 
will be a BIG KITCHEN, 
that will enable us to feed 
all those seeking God. We 
begged and begged, and got 
ONE THOUSAND DOLLARS 
in our KITCHEN FUND. The 
balance is FIVE THOUSAND. 
Surely, St. Martha, you could 
talk the whole problem over 
with Mary, the gracious 
Mother of God, for she too 
cooked for Him. Perhaps you 
could seek also the advice of 
St. Joseph. He would know 
all about building, being a 
carpenter. Then, having dis- 
cussed the matter fully, will 
you please let us know — 
WHAT TO DO TO GET 
THOSE FIVE THOUSAND 
DOLLARS? 
__ What do you think of the 
idea of asking, for instance, 
one dollar from all our read- 
ers, friends and benefactors 
named MARY... JOSEPH 
. .. AND MARTHA? Do you 
like the idea? Or have you 
a better one? PLEASE 
HURRY UP WE COULD 
BUILD THAT KITCHEN 
NOW so it would be ready 
for the crowds due next 
year! 

St. Martha, you are one of 
our very special patronesses 
in the Communion of Saints. 
Could you make it SPECIAL 
DELIVERY? 

_ Thank you. Sincerely yours 
in Mary and Jesus— 
All at Madonna House. 
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What We Do At 


Madonna House 


by Catherine Doherty 
(Continued from July issue) 











I committed myself in my 
last installment to continue 
to explain the ways we use 
to attain the goal — we have 
been called to, even as you— 
sanctity in our state of life. 

I spoke of the biting mon- 
otony of daily routine, tried 
to present the immensity of 
little things well-done for 
the love of God, spoke of the 
of lack of privacy, and of 
poverty. Today I must go 
deeper — and higher. 

Learn About God 

We have come together to 
know God in order to love 
Him daily more and more, 
and serve Him better in our 
neighbors. But how can I 
love One whom I do not 
know? 

Our first need is to learn 
about God. We do that 
through prayer, of which the 
Mass forms the very founda- 
tion, the essence and heart. 
Daily Mass _ is the supreme, 
the perfect, school of Love, 
in which God Himself is the 
Teacher. Mass participated 
in, shared by all of us, at 
which we receive Our Lord 
in Holy Communion! Mass 
that is lived through our 
day, our lives! 

Vocal prayers — Prime, 
Compline, the Rosary, the 


after meals, bring us back 
to the feet of God and His 
Mother, in a constant rhythm 
of love. Mental prayer, or 
meditation allows us to know 
the mind of Christ better, 
and steep ourselves in His 
words of love and life. Con- 
templative prayer the 
prayer of loving silence, al- 
lows us to rest in God, and 
hear His quiet voice, which 
can be heard only when the 
silence of peace and love has 
taken possession of our 
souls. 
Learn About Christ 

Living thus day by day 
with the Church through her 
liturgical year — the great 
and not so great feasts of 
our Lord and Our Lady and 
the saints — we enter into 
the school of Our Lord’s 
earthly life. And we learn 
yearly a little more about His 
passionate love for our souls, 
which led Him to the Hill of 
the Skull. Slowly we begin to 
love Him back. 

Prayer feeds and trains 
our soul. Yet another part of 
us demands food too. Our 
intellect. 

We have five long years of 


Apologetics Evidence Guild 
style, for many years, and 
“Theology for the Layman” 
gives us a foundation of 
knowledge of our Holy Faith, 
which is a “must” for an 
apostolate working in “the 
market place.” 
Learn About Love 

History of the Church. 
Knowledge of the Old Testa- 
ment. Familiarity with the 
structure of the Divine 
Office. Liturgical prayers. 
The Mass. Proper recitation 
and participation in all of 
these. The government of 
the Church. The Sacraments 
with their all- embracing 
ways and effects. The need 
for penance and mortifica- 
tion. The essence of the vir- 





tues, the Commandments, 
the Beatitudes, and _ the 
Counsels all form part 


and parcel of our academic 
training. So does the study 
of heresies— including Com- 
munism. For we meet the 
faces of heresy daily in the 
market place, and it behooves 
us to be trained in recogniz- 
ing it in all its thousand 
guises, and in unmasking it 
fearlessly. 

The value of _ poverty, 
chastity, and obedience, as 
well as stability, must be 
made clear to people who 
desire to live in their cleans- 
ing and freeing domain. 

But Faith without works 
is dead. And love that is un- 
translated into service is 
sterile. So onto the next 
studies we march — to equip 
ourselves with the weapons 
of proper service. 

Learn About Wounds 

The Social Encyclicals of 
the Popes, give us the best 
general answers. But the 
wounds of the Mystical Body 
are deep and definite. We 
study them in detail. And 
we follow their painful 
course, knowing that only 
through them will we be able 
to restore Man and his In- 
stitutions to Christ, as our 
vocation demands we should. 
Then we shall know what 
wounds man inflicted on 
himself that separated and 
alienated him from God. 

National and internation- 
al politics. Economics. Labor. 
Family and home. Marriage. 
Youth. The Cooperative 
Movement. Racism. Minor- 
ity groups. Rural life. Adult 
education. “Back to the 
Land” movements. Lay Mis- 
sionary endeavors. Conver- 
sions. The corporal and spir- 
itual works of mercy. The © 
apostolate of the written and 
spoken word. All these claim 
our attention. For all belong 
to the Market Place — our 
dwelling and apostolic field. 

With each and all we must 
be familiar. Each is wound- 
ed. Each must be healed. To 
each must be brought the 
fullness of truth through 
some of the ways shown a- 
bove, and through a thous- 
and others that knowledge 
and the intuition of love will 
give us. 

Learn About Joy 

But to work in the heat 
of the day always... to feel 
the loneliness of Christ, even 
in an infinitesimal manner . . 
to deal with the weight of 
unbelief . . . to allow oneself 
to be eaten up, even as the 
Lord bids us to... all this 
demands a deep spiritual 
formation. It demands defi- 
nitely and absolutely, the 
presence of priests in our 
midst. They are so very 
specially called by God for 
just that task! 

The Lay Apostolate of 
Catholic Action, which reads 
— “THE PARTICIPATION 
OF THE LAITY IN THE 





training. For academic 
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A 


Morning Prayer 











(arranged so that it may be said 
responsively ) 


For ourselves and for all 
mankind we give Thee 
thanks, O heavenly Father; 

that Thou has created and 
preserved us, and given us 
such abundant blessings: 

particularly that Thou 
hast brought us_ safely 
through the hours of dark- 
ness, 

and restored to us the 
light of the sun and _ the 
opportunities of a new day: 

but above all that Thou 
hast so loved the world as to 
give Thine Only-begotten 
Son for the salvation of those 
who are loyal to Him, 

that Thou hast granted to 
us the means of grace and 
the assurance of glory. 

Give us also, O Father, the 
true gratitude to thank Thee 
more whole-heartedly, 

not in words only, but in 
deed and in truth; 

by serving Thee faithfully 
to our life’s end, ' 

and by loving and forgiv- 
ing all others as Thou hast 
loved and forgiven us. 

May all that call them- 
selves Christians, O Lord, be 
led into Thy Church’s Way 
of Truth; 

living united, peaceful and 
honest lives within Thy True 
Fold. 

We pray that Thou wilt 
guide and protect our pope, 
our (arch) bishop, and all 
other bishops and religious, 

and give grace to all priests 
to abandon all that is not 
spiritual, and so to live in 

accordance with their pro- 
fession: 

and for the rulers and 
governments of this and 
other nations, that injustice 
may cease, 

and that Thy people may 
suffer no hindrance from 
the state in the true worship 
of Thee. 

We pray that schools may 
be delivered from the spirit 
of disobedience, that they 
may serve for the promotion 
of the public welfare, the 
true love of all mankind, and 
the knowledge of eternal 
things, 

being set apart for Thy 
honour and service; 

and that in those already 
dedicated to Thy Name, 
human ‘learning may be 
regulated by Divine Truth, 

the children being trained 
to be citizens of Thy heaven- 
ly Kingdom: 

for Christian parents also, 
that they may seek to pre- 
serve their children from 
contamination by the world, 

bringing them up in Thy 
Faith and Fear. 

For those who have wan- 
dered from the Faith we also 
pray, 
and for those who have 
never come to it, 

that they may no longer 
be kept from Thee by ignor- 


ance or prejudice, by self- 
deceit or self-sufficiency; 

nor repelled from Thy Fold 
by the unkindness or dis- 
loyalty, the lukewarmness or 
inconsistency, the _ foolish 
speech, arrogance, flippancy, 
or stupidity of those who pro- 
fess Christ’s Name. 

We pray for all those in 
danger and far from human 
aid: for prisoners and cap- 
tives, 

especially such as are un- 
justly so; 

for all who are in pain, 
Sickness, or sorrow; 

who are undergoing the 
testing time of childbirth or 
the dangers of infancy: 

for all who have fallen in- 
to mortal sin, 

and for all who, through 
ignorance, temptation, or 
the approach of death, 
whether foreseen or unfor- 
seen, specially need our 
prayers. 

We pray for protection 
from all perils to body or 
soul this day; 

for ourselves, and all our 
relations, friends, acquaint- 
ance, neighbours, and pen- 
friends; 

for all who have asked for 
our prayers, or for whom our 
prayers have been asked; 

for whom we are specially 
bound to pray, or who spec- 
ially need our prayers; 

for those to whom we are 
bound by special ties, espec- 
ially those of the Faith, 

and for those whom Thou 
knowest to be most import- 
ant in Thy Purposes. 

Particularly we pray for 
the members of the (Benedic- 
tine) order; for all clergy, 
religious and seminarians of 
our acquaintance; for (the 
Abbots, Fathers, novices and 
lay-brothers of our mon- 
astery and its Mother 
House); for the nuns (of St. 
Anne and of the Sacred 
Heart, with their hospitals 
and schools....) 

and for our friends who 
are in the darkness of heresy 
or tepidity: 

For these and for all man- 
kind, O Lord hear our 
prayer: 

and let our cry come unto 


Thee. 
—B. C. Widdowson, 
Real Island, B.C. 
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WHAT WE DO AT 
(Continued from Page Three) 
APOSTOLATE OF THE 
HIERARCHY ... to be truly 
effective must never forget 
THAT THOUGH IT IS ALL 
DONE BY THE LAITY... 
NEVERTHELESS NOTHING 
CAN BE TRULY ACHIEVED 

WITHOUT PRIESTS. 

And so each of our branch- 
es has a chaplain appointed 
by the Ordinary of the Dio- 
cese who invited and man- 
dated us for our apostolic 
task. On this chaplain falls 
the full burden of that form- 
ation. He it is who sees to it 
that never, never, even 
through ignorance and with- 
out malice, do we stray from 
the TRUTH OF GOD. 


With him we feel safe. With him 
we know we are walking the nar- 











row joyous path that leads to 
sanctity, and to the Lord. 
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Missionary Rests 


by Our Rangoon Correspondent 
Rev. U. Bordin, S.D.B. 











The day’s work over, the 
missionary, like any other 
mortal, needs a bit of rest. 
He has covered several miles, 
sometimes twenty or more, 
during the warmest hours of 
the day, under a scorching 
tropical sun. His feet are 
sore, his body full of perspir- 
ation and prickly-heat. 

The Christians meet him 
at the entrance of the village, 
but it does not even cross 
their mind that he might be 
tired. The happiness of 
having the Father among 
them, after, perhaps, a year 
or more, does not give them 
time to think of anything 
else but of welcoming him 
with as much noise as pos- 
sible. 

They Beat the Drums 

The drums make the loud- 
est noise, the young people 
shout at the top of their 
voice, and men gather a- 
round to enjoy his presence. 
They want to have a long 
chat with him. Many have 
quarrels and disagreements 
and disputes to settle. 

After a hurried cury-and- 
rice dinner, not always pal- 
atable, he gives an instruct- 
ion to all the Christians 
gathered in the big hut that 
is used as a chapel. He next 
hears confessions, sitting 
perhaps on a log or on a bag 
of rice. Towards midnight 
with his head drooping, he 
follows the Catechist to the 
“Clergy House.” 

A small hut made for the 
purpose, in a rather secluded 
spot, because they still con- 
sider the priest a kind of 
hermit, will be his for the 
night. He enters the hut, 
lights a candle. He finds it 
hard to breathe. Of course 
there is no window. He calls 
the Catechist. The Catechist 
works a miracle. He takes a 
big bamboo, fixes it to the 
beam at one of the lower 








ends of the roof, and gives 
a jerk. Up goes half the roof 
and the window opens. You 
can now see the sky and 
have all the fresh air a sum- 
mer tropical night affords. 
The Catechist receives the 
last instructions for the 
morning services and goes. 
The missionary is now left 
alone. He looks around to 
discover the secrets of his 
new palace .. no electric 
lights .. . no locker, no chair, 
no table, no chest of draw- 
ers, no carpet, no spring cot 
or mattress, no pillow. If he’s 
lucky enough, he may have 
a rope bed . . . four bamboos 
fastened together at the four 
ends and fixed to another 
four stuck in the ground, 
with ropes interlaced from 
the four sides of the bed. , . 
or just a few bamboos run- 
ning the whole length of the 
improvised bed. I do not 
know which is more comfort- 





able ... or, better, which in- 

flicts less pain. Often, how- 

ever, the bed consists of a 

bit of straw on the bare floor. 
A Sound Waking 

But the missionary has no 
time to consider what kind 
of bed he shall have to sleep 
on. Any bed will be soft 
enough when you are ex- 
hausted. The miles covered 
during the day and the wor- 
ries and troubles make any 
bed soft and comfortable. 

He says his night prayers 
and at last, hoping for a 
sound and solacing sleep 
that will restore his lost 
strength, and rest his mind, 
he stretches himself on the 
bed. But his legs shoot out 
of it and he has to coil up. 
Then the ropes cave in a 
little in the center, render- 
ing his position rather un- 
comfortable. But he feels 
tired enough to stand also 
that. 

He settles down and dozes 
off a while. Then a buzz, two, 
three, a sting on the cheek 
or the temple, another on 
his bare legs. He pulls the 
bed sheet over the whole 
body and leaves only the 
nose free to breathe fresh 
air. He makes an effort -to 
forget the mosquitoes. 

But here they are again. 
They have found out his nose 
and a place on the bed sheet 
that adheres to the flesh and 
they sting there pitilessly. 

Who can stand the con- 
stant buzz of mosquitoes? 
But at last nothing can wake 
him any more... except the 
drums of his beloved Chris- 
tians. At four sharp they are 
there near his hut and have 
started a tremendous noise. 

There may be about twenty 
big and small drums beating 
in unison and about two 
hundred mixed voices sing- 
ing, all out of tune, and mak- 
ing enough noise to madden 
anyone who loves music. 

The wretched missionary 
has to get us, make a very 
simple toilet and appear out- 
side smiling at his good 
Christians, in appreciation of 
the nice reveille. 

In such cases, the mission- 
ary is allowed to say a white 
lie . . . He follows the Chris- 
tians to church and begins 
the day’s work. If you con- 
sider all this exaggerated, 
come and try it. 


— 


{ 


of 


plants apple trees 
on a barren hill . 








Can You Help? 











Father U. Bordin, who 
writes us every once in a- 
while from Rangoon, and 
who in this month’s issue 
tells how he passed a restful 
night, has managed to rent 
a house in Thingangyun, 
Burma, and to start a school. 
Already he has 86 pupils, 
and expects more than 4 
hundred within a few weeks. 

“I have a good number of 
Moslem boys,” he says, “and 
also Hindus and Buddhists.” 

He got the boys to give a 
show. Through this he made 
enough money to put a ceil- 
ing in the still unfinished 
church. Maybe you could 
help him. Rev. U. Bordin, 
Don Bosco School, Thingan- 
gyun, Burma. 

Another Salesian Mission- 
ary, Rev. Peter Tonello, in 
charge of St. John Bosco 
Shrine, Cherrapunji, P.O. 
India, sends us news of a 
cyclone of “terrible inten- 
sity” which devastated his 
part of the world. Not only 
have many chapels and 
churches been destroyed, but 
the people are destitute, and 
the missionaries are in des- 
perate need. Donations may 
be mailed directly to him, or 
through the Bank of Amer- 
ica, 66 S. Spring St., Los 
Angeles, 54, California. God 
bless you. 





Happy 
Baptismal Day 











One of our staff workers, 
after a long meditation in 
the chapel, on the anniver- 
sary of her baptism, dashed 
off these lines: 


Happy Baptismal Day! 

O Blessed anniversary 

Of that birth 

To life eternal... 

A child of God, 

An heir of heaven— 

The home of Him Who Is, 
The Creator and Ruler 
Of the universe. 


Happy Baptismal Day! 

O Day of rejoicing 

For the signing 

With the mark and name 
Of Him Who Is 

The Beginning and the End, 
And always the same. 


Happy Baptismal Day! 
O Day of gratitude 

For grace and beatitude, 
Virtue, fruit, and gift 
Of Him Who Is, 

The Giver of gifts, 

The Crimson Dove, 

The God of Love. 


Happy Baptismal Day! 
O Day of wonder 

For the gift freely given 
Through the hands 

Of Her, who is 

The daughter, 

The mother, 

And the spouse, 

Of God, the Trinity. 
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